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THE AUTHOR. 



PREFACE. 



It is not pretended, that the following Poems 
present a worthy offering to the exalted and 
honourable name, to which they are inscribed. 
They are, for the most part, the unstudied 
effusions of the feelings ; and the only profession 
in their behalf, which the Author presumes to 
make, is, that they are quite innoxious, both in 
expression and in sentiment. The reader will 
judge whether they possess the higher attribute 
of affording the mind any genuine satisfaction, by 
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innocent diversion, unreproyed sentiment, or 
appropriate imagery. In the hope that they 
may not incur unqualified censure, they are 
submitted to the Public, after much hesitation. 



January^ 1832. 
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POEMS. 



THE CAGED NIGHTINGALE 



I. 



Imprisoned in a lonesome cage, 
There doom'd to spend its little age, 

Sweet Philomela lives, 
And gaily flirts its active wings. 
And courts the hand, and sweetly sings. 

And ev'ry wrong forgives. 



THE CAOEO NIGHTINGALE. 



If. 



Ta'en from its natiye nest so young, 
Ere nature tuned its joyful tongue 

To charm the grateful groves ; 
Ere liberty had bade it roam, 
Ere known the blessings of its home, 

Or pleasures of the lores. 



III. 

A happier state it ne'er possessed, 
To tantalize its peaceful breast ; 

It cannot wish to stray : 
And nurs'd by thee, kind-hearted fair! 
Preserved &om casualty and care, . 

Twere mad to fly away. 



THE CAGED NIGHTINGALE. 



IV. 

So to the power of gentle lore 
My bcaxt a willing captive prove. 

Beneath as mild a reign ; 
No more its former freedom prize, 
But gladly make that sacrifice, 

And die to break its chain ! 
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ON THE PICTURE OF A LANDSCAPE, 



IN AN ALBUM. 



Fair landscape, i)vorthy of a lady^s eyes ! 
Sweet scene, displayed in this her paradise ! 
liOved spot of hill, dale, water, plant, and flower, 
With its bright hues, enrich'd by sunset hour! 
If, as thou seem'st, spot to her mem'ry dear. 
Oft shall her eyes refresh thee with a tear, 
Oft light thee with their radiance in return. 
While brighter thoughts o'er scenes of pleasure bum 

So in these lines be such a spell combined, 
Me to recall with fondness to her mind, 
That oft for me her genial smile may shine, 
And oft a tear, a secret sob, be mine. 
When yanish'd, like that sweet recurring time. 
In memory I live, by this fond rhyme ! 



ON THE PICTURE OF A BIRD, 



IN AN ALBUM. 



Blest bird ! as I thy grove and green retreat 

Perchance have walk'd with unresounding feet, 

To list in silence thy melodious lay, 

At dewy dawn, or sweet decline of day, 

So seemest thou to idolize this grove, 

Led by like scenes and songs of joy and love,, 

And lonely in still attitude to stay, 

And listen, spell-bound, on that bloomy spray. 

O ! that my verse her audience might engage. 
To whom I tune this simple, sacred page 1 
O ! that it might her willing heart detain. 
Bright pleasure give» and smiles of favour gain ! 



() 



IN THE ALBUM OF A SINGER. 



I. 
Can I but choose to sing to thee, 
Who sweetly ever sing'st to me, 
As kindly as enchantingly P 

II. 
Still in my ears resounds thy strain. 
Ne'er heard, but coveted again, 
Though fulness is desired in vain. 

III. 
Untaught my tongue in melody. 
My secret heart still sings to thee, 
With inexpressive harmony. 



IN TffE ALBUM OF A SINGER. 



IV. 

In secret so resounds the shell, 
Where music loves in peace to dwell, 
Singing too sweet for tongue to tell. 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 



I. 
Fairest in feature, form, and face, 

And each external charm ! 
Sweetest in ev'ry inward grace, 

That can thy young heart warm ! 

II. 
An opening flower thy beauty blows, 

Fann'd with the breath of health ; 
And charms thy youthful years disclose. 

More rich, more rare, than wealth. 

III. 
Thy intellect is more than art ; 

Thy nature is divine ; 
Thy mind accomplished, and thy heart 

Of ev'ry worth the shrine. 
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A PROFESSION OF LOVE. 



Si REN-TONGUE D, and £eiiry-footed ! 
Heart of bliss to beauty suited ! 
The first in love, that smiled upon me ! 
(Ah ! early smiles, that early won me !) 
This plighted heart be thine for ever; 
Nor season change, nor distance sever! 
A fairer form may bend before thee, 
More polish'd lips than mine adore thee ; 
But ne^er can heart more truly love thee. 
Sight more admire, or sense approve thee. 

O ! bid that heart not love in vain ; 
'T would break that heart to break its chain. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Lady ! I ween, that few refuse 
To wake for thee their early muse, 
Rather that all too gladly bring 
Obtrusively their offering : 
Thy senise their latent wit espies, 
And often more than meant supplies ; 
Thy partial judgment overlooks 
Faults, which the critic never brooks : 
Thus thou award'st more praise than due. 
And e'en abstain'st from censure too. 

*' Politic knave !" resounds the room, 
'* He deprecates his own just doom." 



II 



THE LANGUAGE OF LOVE. 



I. 

As in the flower fancy finds 

A language leam'd by willing minds, 

Fair virtue's favoured train, 
That wisely seek in ev'ry sight 
Some moral truth, some pure delight, 

And nothing view in vain, 

II. 

So may thy conscious heart perceive 
That vow of love no- Words can weave. 

Shewn in each faithful token ; 
E'en in these simple lines 'tis read. 
Seen in each sight, by each sound said, 

Still heard, though never spoken. 
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AFFECTION'S TEAR. 



]. 
D£AR sobbing girl ! more, more than smiles, 

Thy tears, thy tender tears prevail ; 
Thy sobs, that know no worldly wiles. 

In truth have told thy tale. 



II. 
Not all the vows, thy faith could weave, 

Not all the worlcs, thy fondness rear, 
Not all my heart could more conceive, 

Told like the silent tear. 



affection's tear. 13 



III. 
Ah ! cruel, that 1 struck the spring, 

Tkat may not cease as soon to flow ! 
No more these drops a pleasure bring ; 

Tis tum'd to bitter woe. 



IV. 

Forgive me, that I deem'd thy love 
Too dear to be by words convey'd ; 

Thy tears a faith, a fondness prove. 
Not else to 1)e displayed. 



u 



CUPID EXEMPLIFIED. 



I lov'd, and she was loving-kind : 
I langh'd, when told, that love is blind ; 
I ridiculed the boy's alanns, 
Inconstant wings, and constant arms, — 
Discredited the plaintive verse 
Of faithless love, that bards rehearse. 
Admired, indeed, the tender strain. 
But pitied not the fabled swain ; 
I welcomed love for perfect bliss : 
We seal'd our vows with many a kiss. 
A muse, she play*d, — a siren, sung ; 
Her charming eyes surpassed her tongue : 

Her praise first pleased ; her sighs affected, 

» 

And kindness ne'er to be rejected ; 



CUPID EXEMPLIFIED. 15 

Soon sympathy a\voke my love, 

A mutual passion fain to prove : 

Hei charms now fann'd the rising flame, 

Till love o'er all my bosom came. 

Then first I found what arms love bears ; 
The more my love, the less seem'd hers ; 
His shafts of jealousy I felt, 
Till in my soul distraction dwelt : 
A harder truth her treachery brings ; 
Too soon 1 learn, that love has wings ! 
And now, alas ! too late I find. 
That love's a simple boy, and blind ! 



t 
r 
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THE GARLAND OF LOVE. 



I. 
The chain, that young love in his treachery imposes, 
Resembles a garland of sweet blushing roses ; 
We eagerly seize it, and gracefully wear, 
Nor dream, that it covers the cold links of care. 

II. « 

But soon as around us the garland is wound. 
And fast by consent the fair fetters are bound, 
Love laughs at our folly, withdraws the disguise. 
And the rivets of anguish reveals to our eyes. 

III. 
And oh t he continues, " and could you suppose. 
That love dwells on earth with the perishing rose ? 
Ah, no! sinning mortals ! faith, friendship, and love. 
Dwell with flowers, that fade not, eternal, above." 
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THE HONEY-MOON. 



I. 
Nay \ call it not the honey-moon, 

Though sweet the hours prove ; 
As though the joys must change so soon 

Of ever-wedded love. 

II. 
What ! shall its sweets no longer last, 

But tasted he in vain, 
And ere one changeful moon is past, 
Be» like it, on the wane ? 

c 



IB THE HONEY-MOON. 



III. 

Pure honey, drawn from sweetest flowers, 
Those sweets may faintly shew ; 

But never may its happy hours. 
Like moonbeams, come and go. 

IV. 

No, no ! the fickle moon may sway 

The seasons and the sea ; 
True love lives by the light of day. 

That day, eternity ! 

V. 

And such l^ey promised even now 

With love's religious breath, 
When hand in hand they took the vow 

To love alike 'till death. 
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UNUTTER'D LOVE. 



I. 
She loved at heart, but ne'er presumed 

Her fondest wish to own ; 
In her pure breast it lay entomb'd, 

Unheeded and unknown. 

II. 
'Twas not e'en silently reveal'd 

By a love-lighted eye: 
Her bosom still her love conceal'd, 
Nor told it with a sigh. 

c2 
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III. 
None had the hidden spring to trace 

Of one mysterious tear : 
None read, stamped in the treacherous face. 
What none might ever hear. 

IV. 

£*en oft her looks reflected joy, 
And oft her converse cheer'd ; 

If oft her feelings found alloy, 
Those feelings ne'er appeared. 

V. 

Unconscious of her secret love 
The generous youth remainM ; 

Woman's true heart in vain to move 
He most would have disdain'd. 

VI. 

A soldier now far o'er the wave 

His earthly lot he tried. 
And soon retum'd (for he was brave) 

With fortune and a bride. 
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VII. 

Then hope, that scarce the heart had $tay'd 

Of her, who loved so well, 
To deep, despair that heart hettwfd^ 

There evermore to' dwell. '^ ' 

VIII. 

From her fair cheeks the roses fled 

Obscured by sudden gloom : 
Her heart was lorn, as though 'tWere dead $ 

Her form was as its tomb. 

IX. 

She saw him, heard him, but ne^er spoke ; 

Her stifled accents fail'd ; 
She sunk ; nor, when her senses woke, 

Those senses more avail'd. 

X. 

Delirium seized her for a prey, 

The last severe relief. 
And those pure feelings tore away. 

That else had kill'd with grief. 



22 unuttsr'd love. 

XI. 

Then phrenzy ravish'd from her tongue 

The secret of her love ; 
To the dear youth as dead she sung. 

Invoked him as above. 

XII. 

Thus has the wild volcanoes brow 
Smiled in the gayest green, 

While in its bosom burned bdow 
The flames, that now are seen. 
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AFFECTION, THE SEASON OF BEAUTY. 



I. 
The flowers, the delicate daughters of earth. 
From the genial spring date their heautiful birth ; 
Awaked by the zephyrs, and woo'd by the sun. 
In t^e sweetest of seasons their reign is begun. 

II. 
Through the summer and autumn the zephyrs still rise. 
And the sun, like a bridegroom, still glows in the skies. 
And still shew the flowers as fragrant as fair, 
The pride of the earth, the perfume of the air. 



24 AFFECTION, THE SEASON OF BEAUTY. 

III. 

But the rude winds of winter the zephyrs succeed, 
And the cold and the gloom the sun^s glory impede. 
And the flowers unfriended to bare ruin haste : 
The sky is inclement, the world is a waste. 

IV. 

So the charms of the tender and beautiful maid 
By a season's vicissitude flourish and fade ; 
Affection's sweet birth, its bright beams they expect, 
And die in the winter of cruel neglect. 
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WRITTEN WITH A HYMN-BOOK. 



I. 
My loved Louisa, sister! take 
(And keep it for the giver's sake) 

This earnest of regard ! 
It proves the ardour of esteem 
Better than gifts (that vernal seem) 

Of more than meet reward. 

II. 
So when thy lips with faith essay 
To warble forth each sacred lay 

As lowly as thy heart, 
Thy humble accents better prove 
The Christian soul of fear and lov«, 

Than loudest strains of art 
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AFFECTION'S FERVENCY. 



I. 
How well I wish thee ! Could my tongue 

My warm vain wish express, — 
Could the stiong; sentiment of song 

My heart-felt zeal confess, 

II. 
Such zeal would never he believed 

By worldlings false and free ; 
And unexpress'd it is conceived, 

It is retumM, by thee. 

III. 
Nor need the world true love attest ; 

Tis view'd by eyes above, 
That strictly scan the human l»east, 

And smile on heav'nly love. 
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FRATERNAL SOLICITUDE. 



- I. 

As some rude river from its still small fount 
First gently wanders on its murmMng course, 

Then boundless, thund'ring, rushes o'er each mount, 
Till lost in ocean with resistless force, 

So swells the current of the thoughts, when wont 

To ruminate on sad humanity's account. 

II. 
When I remember life's vicissitude. 

The change of circumstance, the chance of &te, 
That accident no less awaits the good. 

The friends we love, than enemies we hate. 
Oh ! then my thoughts in melancholy mood 
O'er those I most esteem in tongueless nilence brood. 
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III. 

Ah ! then thy image chiefly haunts my breast. 
Dear youngest sister ! flower of our house ! 

The favoured fondling of each aged guest! 
The lady-love, to whom sweet youths carouse ! 

Adoredy admired, courted, and caress'd. 

Thy virtue,- beauty, grace, and ev'ry worth, the best ! 



IV. 

In fearful love foreboding all thy cares. 
With deep solicitude my bosom thrills. 

Religious hope flies, banishM by my fears, 
And all my soul with growing anguish fills ; 

Too soon is shed its first relief in tears. 

While all thy good recedes, and all thy grief 
appears! 
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Ah ! what from madness saves me, or from death? 

Nature (blest power !) stays each sinking sense ; 
Her handmaid sleep affords her hahny breath, 

(Strange sorrow's sure, however short, suspense^ 
And o'er the temples binds her charmed wreath, 
That all at once is calm, as still as death, beneath. 



VI. 



Nature has done her part ; my senses sleep : 
But never sleeps my care, my love, for thee ; 

Though smoothed the rugged visage of the deep. 
Still dwells the tempest in the restless sea, 

So though these tearful eyes have ceased to weep. 

Tormenting dreams, alas! meanwhile their vigils keep. 



30 FRATERNAL SOLICITUDE. 



Vlf. 



Ah ! riew thy finends, and dear relations, dead! 

Thy fEuthless flatt'reis, see ! with fortune fly ; 
While yon worst wretch, who stays, stays not to wed 

Ah ! art thou yielding to his perfidy ? 
Revenge, I cry ; when lo ! the vision's fled, 
And 1 to joy awake, that such a dream is sped. 



VIII. 



Thus still the ohject, that we most adore. 
We fondly view with jealousy and care : 

The miser so regards his cherished ote ; 
And to some treasure ev'ry heart is heir. 

Its jealous guardian, anxious to explore 

Futurity itself, hut ever fearing more. 
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TO A SISTER. 



t. 
Sweet second sister f not alone 

That thou ait sister makes thee dear, 
For thou hast merit of thy own, 

That strangers lore to see and hear : 

II. 
Admired hy all, dear dark-hair'd maid ! 

For heauty hright, and manners meet ; 
Adored for charms, that never £ide, 

Thy virtue, and thy temper sweet 
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III. 

Sweet second sister ! yet to none 
In fond esteem thou second art, 

Sister or stranger, who has won 
Nor forfeited thy brother's heart, — 

IV. 

Thy brother^s heart, that only loves 
The good, the generous and kind ; 

For whom he loves he first approves, 
Kor gives his heart before his mind. 

V. 

And yet, alas! that mind has been 
By specious arts of late beguiled^ 

To ooimtenance dissembling sin, 
Dissembling nn*s deceitful child. 

VI. 

Ah ! from her false ungrateful ways 
How fondly turns my soul to thee, 

Who kindly could'st my spirits raise. 
And sweetly sympathise with me I 
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VII. 

So from the dark delusire deep 

I love to turn my placid eye, 
And gaze until well-nigh I weep 

With fondness on the azure sky. 

VIII. 

That azure sky, thy azure sight 
Resembles more than in its hue ; 

For there the thoughts of heav'n delight, 
And here thy heart, a heav'n, we view. 

. -7 ?. ■ 

IX. 

And may thy heart like heav'n remain, 
If clouds of woe thy looks deform ; 

Still be the tempest short and vain. 
And thou superior to the storm ! 
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FORFEITED AFFECTION. 



Does grief so nigh beset abundant joy ? 
Has earth no happiness without alloy ? 
Is ev'ry blessing, ev'ry thing but pain, 
Ideal, baseless, visionary, vain ? 

How high my hopes were reared! how broadly built I 
And seem'd established, grounded not in guilt! 
Not fortune's favours, not fame's veering breath, 
Exempt from change by time or place 'till death. 
Beyond all outward harm, my perfect bliss 
I term'd eternal, never thought of this. 
Eternal and substantial as thy soul, 
False fair one ! loving thee beyond controul : 
In thee dwelt all my love, my care, my pride ; 
For thee I liv'd, for thee I would have died : 



Thy joys were mine ; ihy welfare va£ my care : 
Thy griefs I envied more than fortune fair. 

perfect Wiss ! O ecslacy divine ! 

That nought could eod, but cdlousness like (liiue. 

Ah me ! excessive, lile my fbnner love, 
Is now the sorrow, that ray spirits prove : 
But soon 't shall cease ; I only grieve the past. 
That thou art hut the shade of what thou wait, 
Poor painted picture, statuary fonn. 
Without a soul to wake thee, or a heart to warm ! 

Hon much did I disparage all thy kind. 
When praising thee I rauk'd the rest behind. 
So fondly, vainly, wickedly to raise 
Triumphant trophies to thy boundless praise ! 

But (hat is past, and never may return ; 
No more for thee my anxious heart may hum. 
No more for thee my fondest feelings rise, 
So never more these agoniKing sighs. 

If thou hadsl been but confident and kind, 

1 still had been most bountiful and blind, 
r Still, still had lov'd thee fondly as before, 
L Devoted to defend thee and adore : 
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Bat no ! thou would'st not, — ^vainly did'st prefer 
A stranger's falsehood to a kinsman's care, 
And basely at a foreigner's behest 
Did'st rend remorselessly this plighted breast. 

And shall my feelings suffer o'er again. 
And unrequited bleed for thee in vain ? 
Not fare thee well! forget me as the dead, 
For with thy feelings all my fondness fled ! 

Yet the remembrance of the pleasing past 
The sad remainder of my days may last. 
And haply now a secret tear extort. 
And now a kindness greater than it ought, 
A secret tear to quench returning grief, 
And give to injury a sweet relief! 
Such pow'r thy presence may perchance employ, 
But ne'er renew excessive grief or joy : 
But haply fate may call me far away, 
And kind oblivion cloud each early day, 
Oi' death in pity prematurely come. 
And take me to my last eternal home. 
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MISPLACED AFFECTION. 



I CANNOT love and loathe each other hour, 
Now smile with lore, now with resentment low'r, 
Still shift my passions with a scenic art, 
As the vain object plays its double part, 
With kindness court the hand, that will ere long 
Repay that kindness with repeated wrong ; 
Or kiss the lips, though now with flattery hung, 
That fawn'd before, but closed a viper's tongue. 

Though ever ready to forgive the past, 
I will not choose, that such caprice shall last ; 
I will not choose to undergo again 
Such strange vicissitudes of love and pain, 
Pain heightened, and the feelings harrow'd more. 
As love prevaU'd in confidence before ; 
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To proffer lore again were counterfeit, 
To virtue false, to fondDe^s a. deceit. 

But those, wlio could not keep, shall m 
The tribute of a heart, that (hey could grieve, — ' J| 
A heart, whose tribute tbey could meanly lake, 
'I'heii on suspicion blur that heart, and break; 
At once all love's long labours overlook 
For words welt meant, that pride for malice took, 
(For innocence could never have conceived 
What gratitude would never hare believed,) 
Whose true constmolion, nben in love explain' 
is still with insolence for false arraigu'd. 

Dowu, down, my throbbing breast ! cease 

Rise, reason ! act thy manly proper part. 

And bid that breast its slanderers disdain, 

And bid that heart dissolve its galling chain. 

Asunder buist aSecUon's painful bond, 

ThoDgh duty still sbidl prompt my kindred hand| I 

Duty, (not love,) that evei biuds tbe good. 

Not is discharged by nocat ingratitude, 

Duty, yet not (o them, (there none is due,) 

Hut my fond parents ! paid to Uiem for you 
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For you and Hea?^n, the parent of us all ; 
For you and Heaven to common kindness call : 
Berenge inflames the savage and the beast ; 
But just resentment warms the generous breast. 

Thus has for me the muse been moved once more 
Vice to reject, and virtue to restore : 
With the same spirit may she ever sing, 
And her sweet solace to my bosom bring ! 
Amid a world of vanity and wrong. 
Still seek, my soul ! the sweet support of song ! 
And deaf to slander^s hiss, to discord's din, 
Still keep, my soul ! a harmony within ! 
There may the muse her cheerful charms impart, 
Fair fancy wake, and virtue warm the heait! 
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THE VANITY OF THE WORLD. 



How longs my soul to leave its cage, 
Weary of life's most flatter'd age ! 
With grief distressed, how oft it tries 
To force its way through struggling sighs, 
Then deeply draws its baffled breath, 
Mock'd with a calm, that mimics death ! 
Oh ! this frail form seems too robust, 
Ever to yield to death and dust ; 
Not fancy paints the shadowy hour. 
That seals' the sense with secret power ; 
The dancing pulse exulting shews. 
How its exhaustless current flows ; 
! might it cease (stUl sighs my soul) 
To make this heart its idle goal ! 
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Thus had I sung, by zeal inspired, 
Late from the giddy world retired, 
Where led by acquiescence nice 
I view'd its vanity and vice ; 
But Heav'n upheld my soul the while, 
And shielded me from guilt and guile. 
Nigh madden'd with the monstrous sight. 
It's joys to me gave no delight; 
No smile had I to grace its crew, 
To virtue, to religion true : 
At last from fashion's thraldom burst. 
Despair possessed my spirit first. 
My phrensy prompting that sad strain, 
Till faith retum'd, and soothed my pain. 
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HAPPINESS, A FLOWER. 



I. 
Pure bliss is a simple sweet flower, 

In humMe retirement seen, 
Oyerlook'd by the proud sons of power, 

Unattain'd by the grovelling mean. 

II. 
It thrives not in pleasure's rank soil, 

Is choked by the weeds of neglect, 
Is uprooted by those, who still toil 

The gold of the earth to detect 
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in. 
It is neither exotic, nor rare, 

As deem'd by the voyaging vain • 
It needs not the culture of care ; 

It needs not the labour of pain. 

IV. 

Beyond the nice nurture of art, 
Beyond the rough tempests of £eite. 

Nought extrinsic its strength can impart. 
Or injure its flourishing state. 

V. 

Throughout the wide .world it is sown, 

A plant of spontaneous birth, 
Not too mean for enwreathing a throne, 

Not too choice for the barrenest earth. 

VI. 

I boast it without the world's wealth. 
Love's favours, or friendship's caress. 

Vain honours, or vigorous health. 
Or more than the heart's zeal to bless. 
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VII. 

It charms away every grief; 

It renders each blessing divine : 
For ever it puts forth its leaf ; 

For ever, fair flower ! be mine ! 
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THE TRANSIENT TEAR. 



I. 



As in Heaven's fair face the bright beautiful bow 
Oft the summer's short shower succeeds, 

While our hearts with the transport of gratitude glow, 
As gay sunshine again gilds the meads, 



II. 



So on love's tender cheek still the transient tear, 

That starts in a season of joy. 
Reflects brighter smiles, the blest pledges sincere. 

That no sadness those smiles shall destroy. 
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THE TEAR OF JOY. 



I. 



There's a joy, that awakens a tear, 
When a cherish'd companion of yore, 

Far banisVd for many a year, 
Brings hack his loved presence once more. 



II. 



While proving his pleasure again, 
We feel what we lost in a friend, 

Sink a tear o'er those feelings of pain. 
When heightened by such a sweet end. 
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III. 



The joy, that his presence imparts, 

Is blended with silent regret 
For the gloom, that has hung o'er our hearts 

Since his sun of society set. 



IV. 



So fall the big drops of some doud, 
While the sunshine of summer prevails : 

Nought is seen the sun's glory to shroud ; 
Nought the summer's serenity fails. 
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ON THE NIGHTINGALE. 



Hark to the singing of the nightingale ! 
How sweet it tunes its solitary tale ! 
Hush'd is the concert of the birds of dajr, 
And not a passing breeze may break its lay ; 
Only the heart accompanies its sound ; 
Such a strict silence rules the air around. 

Siren of night! alike unparalleFd 
By day and night thou ever hast been held ; 
Singing to sleep thy featherM family, 
All nature loves to lend an ear to thee : 
Wisely thou dost defer thy sacred strain, 
'Till the loud day retires with his train, 
• 'Till the still evening veils the face of things, 
And over vanity her mantle flings, 
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That not a thing is seen so vain, so rude, 
To mock, to break, thy song of gratitude ; 
For surely only gratitude and joy 
Can thy sweet song at such an hour employ : 
So sweet thy song, so perfect, so divine, 
And such security of heav'n seems thine, 
That oft I ween some spirit from above 
Sits in thy soul, and sings with heavenly love. 

Yet ever me permit, who too belong 
To solitude and peace, the loves and song. 
And dearly tender fond and faithful home ; 
There rests my heart, however I may roam. 
Ah ! could I sing in thy security. 
From the world's vain and rude distractions free, 
Like thee would I forego the world's vain praise. 
Like thee would I to heaven tune my lays ; 
And still to heav'n my heart inspired sings. 
And heaven hears, and gives my fancy wings. 
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THE FAVOURITE NIGHTINGALE. 



I. 
The morning bad risen full many an hour, 

Ere the lady I sing of awoke, 
Though her nightingale^s tongue had applied all its 
power. 
Until her long slumberings broke. 

II. 
All in gloom she arose, as a mist in the north, 

And her hair was disbeveird and loose. 
And a tear, like a peafl, from each eye issued forth, 

And fled were her cheeks' rosy hues. 



She had dceaai'd of disasters, o'er night (uc had si 

A coniet in ether disporting, 
And a star in her view iroin the heavens serene 

Had shot to the ih 



On the eaves of her window a screech-owl had sat 

Three midnights successively moping, 
Thrice had scream'd in her ears the dark nieesage of fate. 

And cxtinguish'd the last ray of hoping. 

All her faith thus alann'd, oft she sigh'd, oft she fell 
With her knees on the footstool of pray'r. 

And she purpos'd next Sunday no more lo rebel, 
But to church (long forgone) lo repair. 



. Oft she sigh'd, but her bosom dislodg'd nol ils load 
Of sorrow, the parent of sighs ; 
Oft she pray'd, but her fears alii! of evil forliode, 
And dtspondenry clouded her eyes. 
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VII. 

Self-doom'd to live celibate, maidens require 

Some pastime their loss to requite ; 
This lady in lieu of a marriage>desire 

In a bird and in cards could delight. 

VIII. 

Sweet bird, Philomela, ere youth's downy fledge 

Its pinions and body could cover, 
Was ta'en (cruel fate !) home and all from the hedge^ 

And giv'n to the fair by a lover. 

IX. 

Ah, love ! by what ways of dishonour and pain 

Thou proceed'st to thy infamous goal ! 
Iniquitous monster, rash, selfish, and vain ! 

To destruction thou drivest the soul. 

X. 

Blind by thee, this true lover obeyed thy command 

To violate nature^s just law ; 
Blind by thee, this fair lady repellM not the hand, 

That had wag'd so unrighteous a war. 



Much she cherish'd the bird, and full oft it posse; 

What was meant some fair fondling to bless ; 
The songster oft laj in the lap of her breast, 

And was treated witJi care and caress. 



The bird in return gave it 
The only sufficient retu 



s, and varied, and long, 



That awoke her betimes in the nt 



The envious winds long had bated ils song, 
Pteferr'd by the fair lo their whistle. 

And in league had c^onspired a death to its tongue; 
So prefetr'd is the rose lo the thistle. 



Secure from the north, whose malice she knew. 
She hung Philomela's green cage ; 

Yet the north in his anger two chimneys o'erblew 
One morning:, so great was his rage ! 
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XV. 

Now the evening had come in its vesture of blue, 
Of the evenings of summer the best ; 

The stars (its high honours) bespangled the hue, 
And the moon was repos'd on its breast 

XV r. 
Engaged heart and hand to a higher pursuit, 

That enraptur'd the soul of the fair, 
She address'd to the songster her wonted salute, 

And sighing implored heaven's care. 

XVII. 

Oh ! never more tenderly leaves for a while 

Fair lady the lord of her heart, — 
Oh ! never resigns more dejected the smile. 

That his presence alone can impart* 

XVIII. 

" Sweet bird ! pretty bird ! litUe angel, farewell ! " 
And she cbirp'd, and she sigh'd, as she spoke, 

That the fluttering bird seem'd her meaning to tell, 
'Till at once fivm its presence she broke. 



^■^^ 


Fram ihe garret descended, like lightning, slje sought 


The pailour, eugag'd to a tubher; 


Where sat her young master, in glow with the tliought 


And the hope of the honour to drub her. 


Now the chances were hig-h, and the plajers were warm ; 


Not a word of sweet converse was heard ; 


The children were left their (iwn minds to inform, 


And the lady neglected her bird, j 


The fondling for laughing wa£ banish'd to bed ; 


The school-boy was sworn at for tallting; 


Execrations well nigh on the stranger were shed. 


Who disbuideii'd his thoughts there by walking. 


Woist soene of the passions, ah, profligate play ! 


How many thy evils behiitd! 


Horrid vulture! alight not, but pass on thy way 


To thy nest, the unprincipled mind. 
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XXIII. 

Meanwhile not at play, not at whist, the fbnr winds ; 

Their envy endured not repose : 
Ah! that evil for ever a vigilance finds, 

More watchful, more skill'd, than her foes! 

XXIV. 

A zephyr, a scout, flew with joy to report, 

How exposed and alone was the bird ; 
Forth issued the winds, and in tempest resort, 

Where the songster was wont to be heard. 

XXV. 

To and ho then was wafted and swung the light cage^ 
While the notes of its inmate miscarried ; 

Its mistress's thoughts other objects engage, 
As estranged as alas ! the long-married. 

XXVI. 

At length (the ring severM, by which the cage hung) 
Down dropp'd cage and bird to the ground ; 

Not the winds could prevent the report that then rang 
Of the death of the bird all around. 



Bnt not to Oie lad; was (old tbe sad tale ; 

Snch a tale to unfold who could dare? 
HU ears both within aud without needed mail, 

'Gainst tbe hand and tbe tungue of the fur. 



Besides to them all ber injunction was knonu. 

Her rubbers by no means to break ; 
And tbe treacberaus winds had at onGeoverblanu, 

Contented no triumph to take. 

At length honest day-lighl determin'd the plaj ; 

Nothing criminal brooks the fair light: 
Ouilt; pla; then confessing its sbame slunk away 

To return with the horrois of nigbt. 



Ah ! who can e'er picture the fair lady's cast 

At the thought of her cruel neglect, 
That atoneeCTassMhersouI,lilie the liphtning'sfell blast, 

A I a season the most unsuspect. 



I 

J 



58 THE FAVOURITE NIGHTINGALE. 

XXXI. 

Up the stairs as she flew, ah ! had'st thou then appear'd. 
Grimalkin! how had'st thou 'scap'd death ? 

Her clamours too strongly expressed what she feared 
Of thy claws and thy murderous teeth. 

XXXII. 

When her eyes first discoverM the fate of her bird, 
Those 6} es had nigh perish'd with spite. 

And a heart-rending shriek on a sudden was heard, 
Awaking the watch of the night 

XXXIII. 

Who can tell how she wept, how she sicken'd, and 
sigh'd? 

Suffice it to know, she surviy'd : 
So parents hare moum'd, when bereay'd of their pride. 

Of their children, fair flowers short-liv'd. ' 



ON A PORTRAIT PAINTED IN AN ALBUM. 



Hon mucb alike plea^me and pain appear, 
And the fame s^ptoms in our persons wear ! 
E'en both alike inspire the heaitfett sigh. 
And claim the homage of the tearful eye ; 
E'en both alike in kindred gestures speak. 
Furrow Ihe forehead, and distort the cheek ; 
Both so alike, that oft 'lis bard to trace. 
Which pasaon moulds the features of the face, 
That not the sculptor can the narrow line, 
That shades the diff'rence, by his ait deHne : 
So have J seen the visaj^e of the dead 
Minuc the smiling life, that lately fled. 

Then never be om' changeful state forgot, 
Or deem'd secure, or desperate our lot : 
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But from the face this lesson still be drawn, 
That joy of grief, and grief of joy is bom : 
So let bright joy be told by furrow'd care. 
And of dull grief from puckMng smiles beware ! 

But thoU| fair owner of this goodly book ! 
Wear smiles of pleasure ever in thy look ! 
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THE PROGRESS OF VICE. 



Beware the first approach to vice, nor take 

The first false step for specious fashion's sake ! 

For many a youth abandons virtue's side, 

For fear lest folly's shafts should wound his pride ! 

Insufferable seems the senseless scorn, 

That calls the virtuous dull, the meek base-born ; 

And wretched shews, with boastful vice compared, 

The calm pure life with lowly virtue shared. 

Thus of his fame a suicide he proves. 
In cowardice desti'oys what still he loves ; 
Bereft of real courage to oppose. 
He passes over tamely to his foes. 
Surrenders to the scoffs of some false friend 
The first fond hold, that honour should defend : 
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Once yielded up the baniers of the mind, 
Too sudden falls the citadel behind ! 

Yet while his thoughts with vicious ardour bum, 
He purposes a swift, a sure return, 
And wisely would his wild oats early sow, 
That purer grain in aftertime may grow. 
(Presumption ! must an aftertime be thine, 
And thou with undiminished purpose shine ? 
Must mercy more than wonted grace impart, 
And soften thine, but harden Pharaoh's heart ?) 

Secure, alas ! he takes to fashion's ways. 
To taTems, stables, prostitutes, and plays. 
To game, that at the gallows' foot resides. 
So to support the high horse, which he rides : 
At last from vices legalised he speeds 
To more apparent, moie atrocious deeds, 
Till his lost life requites the law's demand, 
Unless the victim of his own rash hand ; 
Or sav'd his life by ignominious flight, 
The exile's suflfrings vindicate the right 

So some rash charioteer, like lightning sped, 
Resigns the reins, and gives the steeds their head, — 



THE PROGRESS OF VICE. 63 

Too soon the countiy scour'd, while on he driyes, 
At some unlooVd for precipice arrives, — 
Too late resumes the reins, in vain pulls back ; 
The la\)vless steeds their course too little slack ; 
The chariot urging, down they fly amain, 
And headlong rush in ruin to the plain. 
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THE VOWS OF LOVE. 



I. 



Nay ! vow not, that thou art sincere ! 

Thy fondness needs no proof like this, 
Reflected by thy pearly tear, 

And sweetly utter'd by thy kiss. 



II. 



'Tis anxious with thy swelling sigh ; 

T'is grateful with thy smiling cheek; 
Tis fervent with thy sunny eye. 

And faithful with thy looks so meek. 
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III. 



If these are false, thy vows were so ; 

If these are true, that vow were vain ; 
Where these are absent, false would flow 

The artful tongue's suspected strain. 



IV. 



The heart thus breathes its ardent vow. 
Nor trusts the tongue that truth to tell, 

Conscious, that words must fail to show 
What sighs and tears express so well. 
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LOVE, COMPARED WITH THE SPRING OF 

THE YEAR. 



I. 
Lovers a season of sunshine and shower, 

Resembling the spring of the year ; 
It puts forth full many, a flower, 

That's water'd by many a tear. 

II. 
Full many a delicate bud 

It rends by the blast of despair. 
Overwhelms by inconstancy's flood, 

Or nips by the coldness of care. 
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III. 

Full many it blights by disdain ; 

And many a flower most gay, 
The transient pride of the plain, 

It withers by passion^s fierce ray, 

IV. 

While many, (too many, alas!) 

All covertly cast in the shade, 
A life of indifference pass, 

And lovelessly flourish and fade. 

V. 

Ah ! see, how that serpent devours! 

'Tis jealousy, (venomous worm !) 
That feeds on the fairest of flowers. 

And poisons-the green-growing germ. 

VI. 

And lo ! where the emulous ants. 

Like rivals, beset the fair tree ; 
And there, sucking sweets as it pants. 

In rude ravishment revels the bee. 

V 2 
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VII. 

Here eye the pruud courtiers of love. 
The butterflies, gallant and gay ! 

How partial the passion they prove. 
While lightiy they wing their wild way ! 

VIH. 

Vain-glorious, transient shows, 
Inconstant as ever their wings, 

Very types of adorable beaus, 
The vilest and vainest of things ! 

IX. 

But the sun-flower*s riches admire, • 
That joys its warm suitor to see! 

Of faith, zeal, and prudence, Maria ! 
And an emblem, my Sister ! of thee. 

X. 

And then that most delicate rose, 
Where fragrance and beauty combine, — 

O ! the charms that its blushes disclose^ 
My sweet second Sister ! are thine. 
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xr. 
And the thorn, that the flower defends, 

From the insect preserving its charms, 
Is the virtue, that thy heart attends. 

And that shields it from all outward harms. 

XII. 

Louisa! the lily and thou 

In fairness and innocence vie ; 
But the lily before thee must bow^ 

Whose innocence never may die. 

XIII. 

Yon flower, that nods to the breeze, 
Seems to mimic the gayness and grace, 

That in thee, Charlotte ! fail not to please, 
And are mirrorM e^en in thy bright face. 

xiv. 
O love ! these four flowers still tend, 

Nor raise premature, nor neglect. 
From every evil defend, 

With every favour protect ! 
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XV. 

As for me,— let the maid of my heart 

Be fondly and faithfully mine, 
And with loses Pll garnish thy dart. 

And own thee a power divine ! 

XVI. 

Not a mom, but shall usher my vows ; 

Not a night, but my blessings receive ; 
Never spring hang with blossoms the boughs, 

But garlands of roses Pll weave. 

XVII. 

But rather than blight by disdain. 

Or toss on inconstancy's tide. 
Let my heart breathe its fondness in vain, 

An,d in the lone wilderness hide ! 

XVIII. 

There far from the daughters of earth, 
Its pure incense to heaven shall rise : 

It shall look to the place of its birth ; 
Its affection shall point to the skies. 
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MARRIAGE BY MAMMON. 



I. 
Without her heart she gave her hand, 

Without her faith her tow ; 
Twas Mammon tied the nuptial band 

She wears so loosely now. 

II. 
She bartered lovfi at fortune's mart, 

The god of love for gold; 
She sacrificed the sacred hearty 

And life's sole treasure sold. 



72 MARRIAGE BY MAMMON. 

III. 

To buy the cold things of the mine. 
She sold each wann desire ; 

She paid her vows at Mammon's shrine. 
Spoke false to Heayen's Sire. 

IV. 

That spurious treasures might have birth, 

She buried living love ; 
She substituted senseless earth 

For spirit from above. 

V. 

Her Maker's image she defac'd, 

The soul's impression high. 
And graven images embrac'd 

Of. man's own mortal die. 

VI. 

But fortune has the votary fled, 

By Heaven's just decree ; 
Lest love no more should mortals wed, 

But Mammon Hymen be. 
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VII. 

Then learn, ye fair! ne'er to profane 

Lore's sacred vows with art ; 
Nor wed yourselves to guilty gain, 

With an adulterous heart. 

VIII. 

And learn, ye men ! from his sad fate, 

Who err'd to love so well. 
That hesitation argues hate. 

And ne'er with love may dwell ; 

IX. 

For still, most loath to lose a prize, 

She scrupled to consent, 
'Till fortune charm'd her heart and eyes 

With what was only lent. 



■^: 
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TO EMMA. 



I. 
Maiden of loyely hazel hair, 

Whose swelling wreaths thy forehead crown. 
How nature forms thee far more fair, 

Than others all the art, they own ! 

II. 
Fair as the fairest fair art thou. 

As some lov'd infant, soft and sweet ; 
In the bright beauty of thy brow 

Twin majesty and mildness meet. 

III. 
Graceful and gay thy fairy form, 

In thy dear dance all hearts rejoice ; 
All hearts with admiration warm 

At the sweet music of thy voice. 
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IV. 

Virtue and zeal thy sjnrit fire ; 

Thy converse shines sincere and free : 
One heart adores, and all admire 

The idol of society. 

V. 

One heart adores thee ! Never shall 
This heart its vowed affection break : 

Perish it rather, generous girl ! 
Tlian love, and not for thy dear sake ! 

VI. 

Exquisite Emma! half thy charms 
Render the worldling false and vain ; 

That love's true votary she harms. 
Scowling on merit with disdain. 

VII. 

IiCt the wrong'd lover turn his eyes 
From the proud petty fair to thee, 

And learn the minion to despise 
By thy superiority. 
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VIII. 

So in the desert Israel heal'd 
The crooked reptile's venom'd bite 

By gazing on the sign reveaPd, 
The brazen serpent's saving sight. 

IX. 

Sacred to save this fainting heart 
In this wide wilderness of woe, 

A heav'nly miracle thou art, 
My only refuge here below. 

X. 

When threatened by this viperous race, 
With faith to hear thy vows I'll flee. 

And gazing on thy constant face 
Still live to love, to heav'n, and thee. 
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TO THE SAME. 



I. 
Dear heart of oak ! my gallant Girl ! 
Thy spirits raise, and faith unfurl, 

Throw overboard despair ! 
Though unexpected cares deform 
Our present prospects with a storm, 

We'll never strike to care. 

II. 
We'll not forsake love's buoyant bark. 
Because the day perchance is dark 

With rough tempestuous weather : 
E'en with the morn the sky shall smile. 
And light us to love's happy isle. 

To live and love together. 
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